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A figiie of digriitie, a garifh flagge, 

To bc.the aime ofeuery dangerous foot, 
AQuieeneinieaft, oncly to fill the focane ; 

Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers* 
Where be thy children, wherein doeft thou ioy? * 
i Vho fu es to thee, gnd cries God faue the Queene* 

VVhe re .be the bending Peercs that flattered thee? 
Where b ethe throngingrroupes that followed thee t 
Decline ai’l this, and fee what now thou art. 

For happy wife, a moft diftrefted widdow : 

For ioy full mother, one that wailes the name- 
For Queene Va very Catife crown’d with care * 

For ■ nein'gfued too,onethat humbly foes ; 

For one com manding all, obeyed of none : 

For one that 1 cornd at me, now fcorn’d of me. 

T hus hath the courfe of iuftice wheel’d about,’ 

And left thee fc>ut a very prey to time, 

Hauing no mo re, hut/ mught of what thou art. 

To torture theo. the rnorc,being what thou art. 

Thou didft v fur pc my place,and doeft thou not 
V furpe the iuft proportion of my forrow ? 

Now thy proud necke, beares halfe my burthenedyoke. 
From which, euein heere, I flip nay wearied necke, 

Andleauetheburthenofitallonthee; •» 

Farewell Yorks wife, and Queene of fad mifchancc, 

Thefe Englifh woes, will makeme fmilc in France, 

Jgu.. O thou well skild in curfes, ftay a while. 

And teach me how to curfe mine enemies, 
gu.Mar. Forbeare to fleepe the night, and faft the day, 
Compare dead happinefle with liuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were, 

And he that flew them fowler then he is.- 
Bcttring thy lofle makes the bad caufer worfe, 

Rcvoluing this, will teach thee how tocurfe. 

Qh. My wordsare dull, O quicken them withthirie, 
J9u.AYa.Thy woes wil make them lharp.& piercelike mine. 
Dut. Why fliould calamitie be full of words? ExitMa. 
£>u. Windie attumies to your client woes, 

Aierie fuccecdcrs of inteftateioyes, 
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breathing orators of miferies, 
f etthein haue lcope, though what they doc impart 

ui not « all, yet doe they eafe the hart 
nut Tffo, then be not tong-tide, goe with me, 

Ti the breath of bitter words, letsfmoothcr 
£ damned fonne.which thy twofonnesfmothered: 

Yheare his drum, becopious in exclaimes. 
nC Extcr King Richard marching rnth Drummes 
and Trumpets. 

Km. Who intercepts my expedition? 

<j) H t A lhe,that might haue intercepted thee. 

By ftranglmg thee in her accrued womb* 

From all the llaughtcr6 wretch, that thou haft done. 

. Qh ' Hid’ft thou that forehead with a golden crowne. 
Where fliould be grauen.if that right were right, 

The flaughter of the Prince that owdethat crowne, 

^nd the diredeath of my two tonnes, an 1 brothers.* 

Tellme thou vilhinc flaue, where arc bildrcnr’ 
n»t.Thou tode,thou tode, where is 1 , other Clarence? 
^ndlittleNed Rlantagenet, his Sonne ? 

~ <%*. Where »e kind Hafiingtj Riuers, Vaughan, Graj/i 

King. A flouriih trumpets, (trike atarum dt ummes, 

Let not the heauens heare thefe tcl-talc women 

Railc on^e Lords annotated. Strike lfay. The trumpets 

Hither be patient, and intreat me faire> founds. 

Or with the clamorous report ofwarre. 

Thus will 1 drowneyour exclamations.. 

But, ^rtthoumy fonne? 

King. I.Ithanke God, my father and your feife. 

Dut. Then patiently Heare my impatience. 

, Kmg . Madam I haue a touch of your condition, 

Which cannot brookc the accent of reproofe. 

Dut. I will bc mildc and gentle in my fpeech; 

King, And briefe good mother for I am in haft. 

Dut. Art thou fohaftie, I haue ftatd for thee, 
Godknowesin anguifli,paineandagonie. 

King. And camel not atlaft to comfort you? 

Dut, No by the holy roode thou knowft it well, 
Thwj.cair.ft on .carth,to make the earth my hell : < 







